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Where the Princes ride at noon

'Mid the verdurous vales and thickets
Under the ghost of the moon.

It is Tartary; it is Alulvan. Queen Djenira reigns there,
and when she sleeps, she walks through

The courts of the lord Pthamasar,
Where the sweet birds of Psuthys are,

Or again It is Thule of the old legend, upon which the
poet beautifully calls:

If thou art sweet as they are sad
Who on the shore of Time's salt sea

Watch on the dim horizon fade

Ships bearing love and night to thee . ..

Within its shifting frontiers are comprised all the dim,
debatable lands that lie between the Never-Never
country of nursery rhyme and the more solid fields to
which the city mind turns for its paradise, the terrestrial
happiness which only a shake of the gods' dice-box has
denied:

Had the gods loved me I had lain

Where darnel is and thorn.,
And the wild night-bird's nightlong strain

Trembles in boughs forlorn.

Nay, but they loved me not; and I

Must needs a stranger be
Whose every exiled day gone by

Aches with their memory.

That, surely, is a kingdom of solid earth. And yet we
wonder. Is it not also rather a symbol and projection
of the poet's desiderium, his longingness (to use his own